


OH) WOULD THAT ID BEEN BORN A BOY 
NEVER COURT BUT ONE 

SPARKING SUNDAY NIGHT 
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SPARKING SUNDAY NIGHT. 
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Sitting in the corner, on a Sunday eve, With a taper 
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Ho w your heart is thumping, gainst your Sunday vest 
How wickedly tis working, on this day of rest; 

Hours seem but minuets, as they take their flight. 


Bless me l 


ain’t it pleasant .Sparking Sunday night. 
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Dad, and Mam, are sleeping,on their peaceful bed, 
Dreaming of the things , the folks in meeting said ; 
Love ye one another ! Ministers recite; 

Bless me I don’t we do it_Sparking Sunday night. 
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One arm with gentle .pressure, lingers round her ivaisi 
You take her dimpled hand, her pouting lips you taste; 
She freely slaps your face,but more in love than spite, 
OhI thunder ! ain’t it pleasant , Sparking Sunday night. 
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But hark! the clock is striking, tis tAvo o.clock I snuml 
As sure as I’m a sinner,the time to go has come, 

You ask with spiteful accent if’’that old clock is right 
And wonder if it ever, Sparked on Sunday night. 
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Two or three sweet kisses, five or six you hook, 

But thinking that youV rob’d her, give back those you took 
Then as for home you hurry,from the fair one’s sight, 

Dont you Avish each day, Avas only Sunday night. 
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